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„Nei.“
Kvað hann við þegar ég rifjaði upp það sem ég 

áleit fyrstu spor hans út á fannbreiðu myndlistarinnar, 
nefnilega umslagið góða sem yfirfullt var af villlum og 
aggnúum.

„Það fyrsta voru Flugur.“
Í þá daga var Letraset notað til að setja upp aug-

lýs ingar um viðburði í Rauða húsinu, þær síðan ljós-
ritað ar og ljós ritin límd í glugga víðsvegar um bæinn. 
Stafir urðu afgangs á spjöldunum og gaf það færi á 
leik og könnun. Stafur hver var tákn og settist þar sem 
því var skipað. F sett hér og L þar og U lagt á hlið 
með an G sniglaðist upp ímyndaða rúðu og svo fram-
vegis. Kannski heyr langt dauðastríð sitt R á bakinu á 
ímynd uðum sólbekk. Já fyrsta sporið var Flugur. Síðan 
dreifðust Næturljóð um breið una. Útskornir stafir 
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úr dagblaði. Teningum kastað. Eitt leiddi af öðru. 
Blaðið varð að grápappa sem huldist formum, sum 
fyllt lit, önnur rifrildum dálksentimetra, stafir skornir 
hárnákvæmt út og safn að í bókaropnur, til notkunar 
síðar, þá dregnir fram og mátaðir við sívalning, sam-
síðung, trapizu, þrí hyrning, stakt strik, skakkt við 
form sem allteins gat verið úlfur og upphafið að 
skraut rituðu Oi, meðan dag blaðapappírinn beið 
þess að lúkast um aðra hluti, múr stein, flösku, gripi 
sem öðluðust eitthvað nýtt við pökk unina. Skóflur í 
spari klæðnaði. Arkir, opna í bók, síða úr fylgiriti eða 
hreinlega Húsfreyjunni, pappír sem geymir gult, áferð 
allt frá silkimýkt til hrjúfleika sand  pappírs. Allt þetta 
og fleira og fleira. Hvað er tjáð. Hver tjáir sig og hver 
gerir það með sínu móti. Ex  pressjónisminn leyfir 
allt, eða hvað? Tjáning felst al veg eins í sprengjubelti 
hryðjuverkamannsins sem trú ir því að hans bíði feg-
urðin ein þegar hann hefur lok ið ætlunarverkinu, og 
óendanlegri fegurð sem skín af tón  verki.
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„οὐκ,“
	 ἐφὴ,	 ἐπεὶ	 αὐτὸν	 ἔμνησα	 τοῦ	 ὅ	 ἡγησάμην	 εἶναι	 ἡ	
πρώτη	 βάσις	 αὐτοῦ	 εἰς	 τὴν	 πλάκα	 νιφοεῖαν	 τῆς	 τοῦ	
εἴδους	 τέχνης,	 λέγω	 τὸν	 φάκελον	 τοῦτον	 πληρέστερον	
πληρέστερον	σφαμλάτων	καὶ	ἁρματιῶν.
	 „πρώτη	ἦν	αἱ	Μυῖαι“
	 ἐνταῦθα	 Λέτρασετ	 ἔχροντο	 οἱ	 τὰς	 προρρήσεις	
ἐκκείμενοι	 περὶ	 συμφορὰς	 ἐν	 τῇ	 οἰκίᾳ	 ἐρυθρᾷ.	 αὐταὶ	
ἔπειτα	ἐξεγράφοντο	καὶ	τὰ	ἀντίγραφα	ἐκκολλᾶται	ἐν	ταῖς	
θυρίσι	 τῆς	πόλεως.	γράμματα	ἐπειρίσσευε	καὶ	ὑπέτεινε	
παίγνια	 καὶ	 πείρας.	 πᾶν	 γράμμα	 ἦν	 σύμβολον	 καὶ	
ἐκαθίζετο	ὁποῡ	ἐτάσσετο.	Φ	μὲν	ἐνθάδε,	Λ	δὲ	ἐκεί,	Υ	δὲ	
ἐν	τῇ	πλευρᾷ	ἔκειτο	ἐν	ᾧ	Γ	ἀνήρπετο	ὕαλον	οὐκ	οὖσαν	
καὶ	τὰ	λοιπά.	ἴσως	μάκεται	Ρ	ἐπιθάνατον	μακρὸν	χρόνον	
ὕπτιον	ἐν	κλίνῃ	ἀντηλίῳ	καὶ	οὐκ	οὖσᾳ.	ναὶ	ἡ	πρώτη	βάσις	
ἦν	 αἱ	 μυῖαι.	 ἔπειτα	 ἐστρώθη	 τὰ	 μέλη	 τῆς	 νῦκτος	 κατὰ	
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τὴν	 πλάκα.	 γράμματα	 ἐκκοπέντα	 ἐφημερίδος.	 κῦβος	
ἀνερρίφθη.	 ἐκ	 μικροῦ	 εἰς	 μακρόν.	 αἱ	 πτυχαὶ	 ἐγένοντο	
πάπυρος	γλαυκὴ	καλυπτομένη	μορφαῖς,	ταῖς	δὲ	πλήρεσι	
χρωμάτων,	 ταῖς	 μὲν	 λακίδων	 ἐπιστολικὠν,	 γράμματα	
ἐπιμελῶς	ἐκκοπέντα	καὶ	συλλεχθέντα	ἐν	πτυχαῖς	βίβλων	
παρὰ	 ὑστέραν	 χρῆσιν,	 ἔπειτα	 ληφθέντα	 καὶ	 ἰσωθέντα	
κυλίνδρῳ,	 παραλληλογράμματι,	 τραπέζᾳ,	 τριγώνῳ,	
στοίχῳ	μόνῳ,	πλάγια	μόρφῃ	ὡς	ἴσᾳ	λύκῳ	ὡς	τῇ	ἄρχῃ	Ω	
κεκαλλιγραφημένου	 ἐν	 ᾧ	 ἡ	 πάπυρος	 τῶν	 ἐφημερίδων	
ἔμενε	 τὸ	 περιβάλλειν	 περὶ	 ἄλλα,	 πλίνθον,	 λήκυθον,	
χρήματα	ἅ	ἐκτᾶτο	τὶ	καινὸν	περιβληθέντα.	ἅμαι	καλῶς	
ἀμφεχόμεναι.	 πτυχαὶ	 μεγάλαι,	 πτυχαὶ	 βίβλων,	 πτυχαὶ	
πρὸς	 ἔτι,	 καὶ	 πτυχαὶ	 ἐκ	 Δεσποίνας,	 πάπυρος	 ἔχουσα	
ξανθόν,	ἁφή	ὡς	μαλακωτάτη	ὡς	τραχυτάτη,	ταῦτα	πάντα	
καὶ	 μείζονα.	 τὶ	 ἀποδείκνυται.	 τὶς	 ἀποδείκνυσι	 καὶ	 τὶς	
ἀποδείκνυσι	τῷ	ἰδίῳ	τρόπῳ.	οὐκοῦν	ἐξπρεσσιονισμὸς	ἐᾷ	
πάντα;	 τόσα	ἀπόδειξις	 ἐν	 τῇ	 λαμπάδι	 τοῦ	στασιωτικοῦ	
πιστεύοντος	 ἀδικήματος	 πεποιημένου	 εὐρήσειν	 τὰ	
καλὰ	 ἔνεστι	 ὅσα	 ἐν	 τῷ	 κάλλει	 αἰωνίῳ	 ἀπὸ	 μελῳδίας	
ἀποφαινομἐνῳ.
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“No.”
He replied, when I tried to recollect what I 

thought were his first steps onto the vast, snowy plain 
of visual art, namely the good envelope brimming 
with errrors and faullts. 

“The first one was Flies.” 
In those days we used Letraset to design adver-

tisements for events in The Red House, then you’d 
photocopy them and tape the photocopies into win-
dows all over town. A few letters were always left be-
hind on the Letraset sheets and this gave way to play 
and explorations. Each letter was a glyph that sat still 
where it was arranged. Put an F here, an L there and 
lay a U on its side while G slowly crawls up an imagi-
nary glass pane and so on. Maybe an R tries to fight for 
its life lying on its back in a non-consistent windowsill. 
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Yes, the first step was Flies. Next, Nocturnal Poems 
were dispersed over the vast plain. Lettering cut out 
from a newspaper. The dice thrown. One thing led to 
another. The piece of paper became a gray paperboard 
covered with shapes and forms, some filled with col-
our, others with shredded newspaper-columns, pre-
cisely cut-out letters, collected into book-spreads for 
later use, then fished out again and fitted against a 
cylinder, parallelogram, trapezium, triangle, a single 
line; askew to a form that could as well have been a 
wolf and the beginning of a calligraphed O, while the 
newspaper sheets waited to wrap themselves around 
other things, a building brick, a bottle, objects that 
gained something new by being wrapped. Shovels 
wearing Sunday clothes. Sheets of paper, a spread in 
a book, a page from an appending magazine or even 
from The Housekeeper, paper that stays yellow, the 
texture varying from silky soft to rough sandpaper. 
All this and more and more. What is expressed? Who 
expresses himself and everyone does it their own way. 
Expressionism allows everything, doesn’t it?  There’s 
just as much expression in the bomb belt of a terror-
ist who believes that only beauty awaits when he has 
completed his mission, as the indefinite beauty illumi-
nating from a piece of music.
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„Non.“
Inquit cum recordabar primos, ut credidi, gradus 

eius in neve tectum iter artis imaginis, quippe involu-
crum illud, mednis errroribusque plenum.

„Primus Muscae erat.“
Tum Letraset adhibebatur ad res in Domu ru-

bida gestas proscribendas; proscriptiones deinde 
multiplicatae sunt et exempla per urbem in fenestris 
glutinata sunt. Litterae exemplis supererant et haec 
ludorum experimentorumque occasionem dabat. 
Quaeque littera signum erat quo iuberetur sediturum. 
F hic, L huc, U in latere positum est, dum G in adver-
sum vitrum fictum serperet et cetera. Forsitan R diu 
et frustra lectulo solari ficto morti pugnavit. Primus 
vero gradus erat Muscae. Deinde Carmina nocturna 
per vastitatem sparsa erant. Litterae ex chartis scissae. 
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Aleae iactae. A verbis ad verbera. Charta fiebat papy-
rus cana formis tecta, pars colore plena, pars scissuris 
epistolariis, litterae cum industria scissae inque codici-
bus apertis ad usum futurum collectae, tum extractae 
et cum cylindro, parallelogrammati, trapeza, trian-
gulo, singula linea, obliquae formae tam lupo simili 
quam initio O scalpti, dum charta papyri expectaret se 
circum aliud involuturum esse, ut later, ut ampullam, 
res quae involutae aliquid novum capiunt. Palae bene 
vestitae. Folia, charta codicis, pagina complementaria 
vel etiam Dominae, papyrus flavum continens, tex-
tus a mollissimo ad asperrimum. Haec omnia et plus. 
Quid significatur. Quis significat et quis suo in modo 
significat. Nonne expressionismus omnia sinit? Tanta 
inest significatio in face conspiratae credentis se faci-
nore facto pulchritudinem reperturum esse, quanta in 
pulchritudine aeterno e musica effulgente.
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“Nee.”
Zei hij toen ik vertelde wat ik dacht wat zijn 

eerste stap in het verlaten, besneeuwde landschap van 
de kunst was, namelijk de enveloppe, overvol met 
schrijf - en drukfouten. 

“Het eerste werk was VLIEGEN.”
In die dagen werden de advertenties voor activ-

iteiten in het Rode huis nog gezet (met losse letters), 
daarna gekopiërd en dan de kopieën op ramen ge-
plakt, hier en daar in de stad. Van de oude advertenties 
gebruikte hij de letters en dat gaf mogelijkheid tot spel 
en experiment.Iedere letter was een symbool of teken 
en werd op de “juiste” plek geplaatst. F zet je hier. L 
daar, U ligt op haar zij, terwijl G omhoog geschoven 
wordt naar een ingebeeld vierkant, etc. Wellicht zit de 
R na een lange doodstrijd op een ingebeelde zonne-
bank. Ja, de eerste stap was VLIEGEN.
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Daarna werd het Nachtgedicht verspreidt over het 
vlak. Uitgeknipte letters uit een krant.

Dobbelstenen werden gegooid. Het ene riep het 
andere op. Het papier-vel werd van een grijs blad 
die vormen verbergd, sommige gekleurd, of centim-
eters gescheurde koloms. Heel precies uitgesneden 
letters werden in (open) boeken bewaard, voor later 
gebruik. Opnieuw te voorschijn gehaald en gevormd 
als cylinder, parallellogram, trapezium, driehoekige 
vormen, een enkele lijn of een schuine vorm die een 
wolf of zelfs een kalligrafisch Oi, kan zijn, terwijl het 
krantenpapier wachte om rond andere voorwerpen 
gewikkeld (geplakt) te worden zoals; baksteen, wijn-
fles etc. en daarna een nieuw object werd. Schoppen 
in zondagskleding. Papierenvellen, een open geslagen 
bladzijde, een blad uit een bijlage of gewoon een Gast-
vrouw,vergeeld papier, fluweel zachte structuren of 
ruw schuurpapier. Dit alles en meer. Wat wordt uit-
gedrukt? Wie drukt zich uit en doet het op zijn mani-
er. Expressionisme laat alles toe, toch? Expressie drukt 
zich zelfs uit in unbom-vest van een terrorist die ge-
loofd dat hem oneindige schoonheid wacht als hij zijn 
opdracht vervuld heeft en eeuwige schoonheid die de 
muziekcompositie uitdrukt.
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Að ganga að vegg og tjá sig á hann.
Leita viðfangsefnis.
Skipa viðfangsefni niður á skiljanlegan máta.
Láta vaða?
Bókbandslím, pensill, vatn í glasi, undirlag, hár -

beitt ur hnífur, Pelifix, hlaðar af dagblöðum, tíma-
rits  rifrild um, gulnandi pappír og gráfeiskið letur. 
Fann  breiðan veit að ef í hana er mörkuð slóð sem 
marg    troð in verður verður hún það sem síðast hverfur 
þeg  ar snjóa loksins leysir.

Kyrrþeyr. Að iðja sitt við sitt borð, bekk eða hvað  eina.
Dvalinn?
Má vera í einskonar dái einbeitingar og leitar. Og 

undan gengur.
Svona hefur það verið um langa hríð. Sjáðu spjöld -



in í Rauða. Ófá voru þau. Og hér eru seríurnar héðan 
og þaðan, staflar upp á einhverja sentímetra og í hlöð-
unum eru kuml.
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βαίνειν	πρὸς	τεῖχος	καὶ	ἀποδεικνύναι.
	 λόγον	ζητεῖν.
	 τὸν	λόγον	σαφῶς	κατατάσσειν.
	 κῦβον	ἀναρρίπτειν;
	 κόλλα	βίβλων,	γραφὶς,	ὕδωρ	ἐν	κύλικι,	ὑποκείμενον,	
μάχαιρα	 ὀξύτερα,	 Πελιφιξ,	 σωροὶ	 ἐφημερίδων,	
θραυσμάτων	 περιοδικῶν,	 πάπυρος	 γιγνομένη	 ξανθή,	
γράμματα	σαθρὰ	καὶ	γλαῦκα.	ἡ	πλάξ	νιφοεῖα	οἶδε	ὅτι	εἰ	
ὁδὸς	ἐν	ἑαυτῇ	τριφθήσεται,	αὐτὴ	ἀφανίσεται	ὑστάτη	ἐπεὶ	
ἡ	χίων	τέλος	τήξεται.

σιγή.	ἐργάζεσθαι	ἐπὶ	τῇ	σῇ	τραπέζᾳ,	βαθρῷ	ἀλλ’	ἄλλῳ	
τίνι.
	 κῶμα;
	 ἐν	τίνι	ἐνυπνίῳ	ἐπιστροφῆς	καὶ	ζητήσεως	εἶναι	ἔξεστι.	
καὶ	προχορεῖ.



οὕτως	 πολὺν	 χρόνον	 ἔσχε.	 ἰδοῦ	 αἱ	 προρρήσεις	 ἐν	 τῇ	
Ἐρυθρᾷ.	συχναὶ	ἦσαν.	καὶ	ἐνθάδε	αἱ	διαδοχαὶ	πάντοθεν,	
σωροὶ	τίνων	δακτύλων	καὶ	ἐν	ταῖς	ἀποθήκαις	εἰσι	τάφοι.
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To walk towards a wall and express oneself on it. 
Seek a subject.
Arrange subjects in a comprehensible way. 
Let loose?
Bookbinding glue, a paintbrush, glass of water, 

backing, a sharp cutter, Pelifix, stacks of newspapers, 
shredded magazines, yellowing paper with graying 
print. The snowy plain knows that if it is marked by 
a well-trodden path, this will be the last to disappear 
when the snow melts eventually. 

Steady silence. To work at your own table, bench or 
whatever. 

Hibernation?
Could be in a kind of coma caused by concentra-

tion and search. Keeps producing. 



It has been like this for a long while. See the card-
boards in the Red house. They were quite a few. And 
these are the series from here and there, piles, a few 
centimeters’ high, and the stacks contain gems.
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Ad murum ire et in eo significare.
Argumentum quaerere. 
Argumentum perspicuo in modo ordinare.
Aleam iacere?
Gluten codicum colligendorum, penicillus, aqua 

in calice, substratum, sica acutissima, Pelifix, cumuli 
actorum diurnorum, fragmentorum ephemeridum, 
folia flaventia, litterae canae tabescentesque. Nix 
ampla scit, si iter per se obteritur, hoc ultimum, cum 
denique dissolviatur, abiturum esse.

Silentium. Suum laborare tabula sua mensave aut 
aliquo.

Quietus?
In quodam sopore instantiae inquisitionisque 

pot est esse. Et prodit.



Quae ita diu fuerunt. Vide exempla in Rubida. Non-
nulli erant. Et hic series hinc illicque sunt, cumuli non-
nullorum digitorum et in horreis tumuli sunt.
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Loop naar de muur en druk je uit.
Zoek een onderwerp.
Arrangeer het onderwerp op een begrijpbare 

manier.!
Doe een poging?!
Boekbinderslijm, penseel, glas water, drager, een 

haarscherp mes, Pelifix, stapels kranten, gescheurde 
artikelen uit tijdschriften, geel (kranten)papier en 
andere letters. Besneeuwde vlakteweet dat als er een 
spoor gemaakt wordt, dit als laatste overblijft als de 
sneeuw smelt.

Blijvende stilte. Te werken aan je tafel, werkbank of 
wat dan ook.

Verstilde tijd?
Een soort van coma, concentratie en zoektocht. 

En doorgaan (voortzetten).



Deze periode heeft lang geduurd. Zie de advert-
enties in het “Rode Huis”. Het waren er vele. En hier 
zijn series van hier en daar, opgestapeld in centime-
ters, (begraven) vergeten in de schuur.
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Sagan er spírall. Það hringsólar allt um einhvern ósýni-
legan öxul og ismar koma og fara og sumir láta svo 
illa að þeir minna helst á hundhvolp sem eltir skottið á 
sér og sjá einum tekst það og hvað veit maður, verður 
ekki skammhlaup í sýsteminu og stökk-breytist einn 
isminn í fræðigrein?

Myndlist er það ekki endalaus endurtekning á því 
sama?

J: Jú þetta er spírall. Þó eins og að bíta í skottið á 
sér og isminn verður einn órofa hringur meðan margt 
nær þessu ekki. Aðrir reka olnboga í hinn og frasi um 
expressjónismann, segir allt.

B: Þetta er alveg næfurþunnur pappír.
J: Já úr einhverju riti um fána en það skiptir engu, 

við vorum að leita að expressjónisma. Átti tvö blöð.
B: Flott sería, (hlátur).
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Flugnaskítur. Blóð og fitublettir. Blettahreinsir. 
„Ex pressjónisminn er einhver algengastur stíla og 
jafn   framt víðfeðmastur.“ Eingöngu tjáning en tján-
ing in getur verið að vefja sig sprengjubelti eða sinna 
frí merkja-söfnun.

Við getum látið okkur varða tímann. Eytt honum eft ir 
hentugleika. Stráð honum um okkur og ausið honum 
yfir okkur, troðið hann niður og upphafið, látið okkur 
einu varða um hann. Hann hleðst upp og við honum 
er ekki hróflað en undir og yfir og allt um kring þetta 
eilífa klif, nuð og nagg, þetta tikk, þetta takk.
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Í ÚRSMIÐJU

Nákvæmt,

ósýnilegt
sigurverk
handa

stækkar
undir gleri

smáger
hugsun
manns
undir himni
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ἱστορία	 ἑλικτόν	 ἐστιν.	 πάντα	 περιφέρεται	 πόλον	 τινα	
ἀφανῆ,	 καὶ	 οἱ	 ἰσμοὶ	 προσέρχονται	 καὶ	 ἀπέρχονται	 καὶ	
τίνες	οὕτως	ἀσχημονοῦσι	ὡς	ἐοίκασι	σκύλακι	ἑπομένῳ	
τῷ	σῷ	κέρκῳ	καὶ	ἰδοῦ,	τὶς	καταλαμβάνει	αὐτόν,	καὶ	τὶς	
οἶδε,	οὐκοῦν	ἐν	πέτροισι	πέτρον	ἐκτρίβων	φῶς	φαίνεται	
καὶ	ἄλλος	ἴσμος	ἀλλάξεται	εἰς	ἐπιστήμην;
	 ἡ	 τοῦ	 εἴδους	 τέχνη	 οὐκοῦν	 ἀνανέωσις	 αἰωνία	 τοῦ	
αὐτοῦ	ἐστιν;
	 Ι.	 ναὶ,	 ἑλικτόν	 ἐστιν.	 ἤ	 ὡς	 δάκνειν	 τὸν	 κέρδον	 καὶ	
ὁ	 ἰσμὸς	 γίγνεται	 εἷς	 συνεχὴς	 κῦκλος	 ἐν	 ᾧ	 πολλοὶ	 οὐκ	
εὐτυχοῦσιν.	 ἄλλοι	 τὸν	 ἀγκόνα	 ἐλαύνουσιν	 εἰς	 τοῦς	
ἄλλους	 καὶ	 ἕν	 ῥῆμα	 περὶ	 τοῦ	 ἐξπρεσσιονισμοῦ	 λέγει	
πάντα.
	 Β.	πάπυρος	αὕτη	λεπτοτάτη	ἐστιν.
	 Ι.	 ναὶ,	 ἐκ	 τίνος	 συγγράμματος	 περὶ	 σημείων,	 ἀλλ’	
ἀμέλει,	ἐζητοῦμεν	τὸν	ἐξπρεσσιονισμόν.	εἶχον	δύω.
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	 Β.	καλὴ	ἡ	διαδοχή.	(γέλως)
	 σκῶρ	μυίων.	αἷμα	καὶ	κηλὶς	δημοῦ,	ἀπορρυπαντικόν.	
„ὁ	ἐξπρεσσιονισμός	εἷς	τῶν	κοινοτάτων	τρόπων	καὶ	τῶν	
ἐπὶ	πλεῖστον.“	μόνη	ἀπόδειξις	ἀλλ’	ἡ	ἀπόδειξις	δύναται	
ἐξ	ἰσοῦ	στασιάζειν	ὡς	σφραγίδας	συλλέγειν.

ἔξεστιν	 ἡμῖν	 τὸν	 χρόνον	 μέλειν.	 αὐτὸν	 ἐπιτηδείως	
διατρίβειν.	αὐτὸν	ἡμῶν	καταστρορεννύναι	καὶ	καταχεῖν,	
αὐτὸν	 καταπατεῖν	 καὶ	 ἐγκωμιάζειν,	 αὐτὸν	 ἀμελεῖν	
ἔξεστιν.	ἀθροίζεται	καὶ	οὐ	κινεῖται	ἀλλὰ	κάτω	καὶ	ἄνω	
καὶ	παντοχοῦ	αὕτη,	αἰωνία	ἀνανέωσις,	ἐπάνοδος,	τοῦτο	
τὶκ,	τοῦτο	τάκ.
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History is a spiral. Everything evolves around an 
invisible axis, isms come and go and some of them 
behave so badly that they remind one of a puppy 
chasing its tail, lo and behold, one succeeds and what 
do you know, there’s a short circuit in the system and 
one ism mutates into a science?

Is art not an endless repetition of the same?
J: Yes, this is a spiral. But it’s like biting your own 

tail and the ism becomes a fixed circle, whereas you 
couldn’t refer to much else in the same way. Others 
bump their elbow into someone else, and a phrase 
about expressionism says it all.

B: This is extremely thin paper.
J: Yes, it’s from a book about flags, but it doesn’t 

matter, we were looking for expressionism. I had two 
sheets.
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B: Smart series. (laugh)
Fly feces. Blood and grease spots, spot cleaner. 

“Expressionism is one of the most common styles and 
it’s also all-inclusive.“ It only expresses but expression 
can be wrapping a bomb belt around yourself or to col-
lect stamps.

We can consider time. Let it pass as we please. Scatter 
it around us, shower ourselves with it, stamp on it 
or put it on a pedestal, don’t give a damn about it. It 
accumulates and cannot be changed, but underneath 
and above and all around is this never-ending murmur, 
mumbling and nagging, this tick, this tack.
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Historia coclea est. Omnia quasi axim caecam ambit, 
ismi veniunt obeuntque, aliquot ita scelerosi ut 
simillimi catulo sequenti caudam sint, et ecce, unus 
impetrat, et quis scit, nonne parva scintilla incendium 
excitabit et novus iterum ismus in disciplinam 
mutabit?

Ars imaginis, nonne iteratio est perpetua eiusdem 
rei?

J: Ita, coclea est. Aut ut caudam mordere et ismus 
unus integer circulus fit dum multa non impetrant. 
Alii cubitum in alterum impellunt et locutio de 
expressionismo dicit omnia.

B. Charta tenuissima est.
J: Ita, venit ex quodam libro de signis sed nullius 

momenti est, quaerebamus expressionismum. Duo 
periodica habebam.
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B. Series optima. (risus)
Merda muscarum. Sanguis et macula pinguis, 

deter gentia. „Expressionismus unus commun issimor-
um modorum latissimeque diffusorum est.“ Solum 
significatio sed significatio potest tam urbis incendium 
esse quam collectio francobollorum.

Tempus nobis curae potest esse. Id ut velimus degere. 
Id circum nos spargere et super nos effundere, id 
calcare et exsultare, id unius assis aestimare. Cumulat 
et non cedit sed subter, supra, circa perpetua iteratio, 
repetitio, iterum, rursum, illud tic, illud tac.
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Het verhaal verloopt spiraals gewijs. Het draait alle-
maal om een onzichtbare as en verschillende “ismen” 
komen en gaan en enkele gedragen zich (zo slecht) als 
jonge honden die hun staarten achterna zitten, één 
lukt het en wat weten we als er kortsluiting ontstaat 
in het systeem en één “isme” muteerd wellicht in een 
wetenschappelijke discipline.

Is kunst niet een eindeloze herhaling van het zelf-
de?

J: Ja het is een spiraal, maar het is als in je staart 
bijten en het “isme” verandert in een gesloten cirkel, 
terwijl veel andere dingen dit niet bereiken. Sommige 
stoten hun elleboog in de ander en de uitdrukking ex-
pressionisme zegt alles hierover.

B: Dit is extreem dun papier.
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J: Ja uit een artikel over vlaggen, maar maakt niet 
uit want wij waren opzoek naar het expressionisme. 
Ik had twee series.

B: Een mooie serie (lacht).
Vliegenstront. Bloed, vetvlekken en vlek-verdelg-

er. “Expressionisme is een van de meest voorkomende 
stijlen en alles omvattend”. Alleen expressie, de ex-
pressie kan een bom-vest aantrekken of postzegels 
verzamelen.

Wij laten ons door de tijd beïnvloeden. Hem weggoo-
ien als het ons uitkomt. Over ons heen strooien, hem 
vertrappen, hem verheerlijken, of het laat ons koud. 
Het laadt zich op en wij kunnen het niet verplaatsen 
maar onder en boven en rondom deze eindeloze klim-
tocht, gezeur en gekeuvel; tik tak, tik tak.
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Látum okkur varða ofn við þil, Íslandssögu, absúrd-
leikhús, húðsjúk-dóma, sárasótt, siðfræði og súrreal-
isma. Við getum sökkt okkur í hugarheim þess 
eyrna lausa eða horft á Hvíta hvalinn hverfa í hafið 
með skipstjórann njörvaðan við búk hans, þóttst vera 
Ísma el, heyrt skrjáfið í síðkjólum í Sankti Pétursborg 
eða Sebastopol, virt fyrir okkur tunnubúa og turnseta, 
mein lætamenn og allsgáðan Hasek (kannski ekki svo 
allsgáðan). Að lesa er að róta í fjársjóðskistu. Yndi 
þess gáfaðasta getur verið að lesa Rauðu serí una. 
Lestrarþroski okkar byrjar á einhverju rugli, Benna-
bækur, Kim. Þar lærir maður hve frábært það er að 
lesa. Kynnast veröldinni þannig.

Og það varð rokk. Tjáning sem bauð upp á hreyfingu, 
taktur sem braut á eyrum og útlimum. Veruleikinn, 
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táknræn merking, hnýtur um svartan kött, bregður 
sér undir stiga til að stjaka þar við saltstólpa. Allt á 
sér lögun leiti maður að henni. Forminu verður ekki 
kastað fyrir róða.

Tvær tegundir tónlistarmanna eru til, þeir sem spila 
sína músík og hinir sem túlka annarra. Lesandi les 
hundr að kvæði og einhver yrkir amk eitt í andanum.
Bók menntir verða til þegar lesandinn og höfundurinn 
hitt ast. Tónskáldið þarfnast jafnan hljóðfæra-leikara 
til að tjá verk sitt.

En myndlistarmaðurinn?
Ég veit ekkert hvað myndlist er.
Hugsa meira en horfa.
Horfa meira en hugsa.
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μέλοι	 ἡμῖν	 ἑστία	 πρὸς	 τείχει,	 ἱστορία	 τῆς	 Ἰσλανδίας,	
δράματα	 ἄτοπα,	 νόσοι	 τῆς	 χροιᾶς,	 συφιλίς,	 ἠθικὴ	 καὶ	
σουρρεαλισμός.	 δυνάμεθα	 ἐνδύειν	 ἐν	 τῷ	 νῷ	 τοῦ	 οὐκ	
ἔχοντος	ὦτα	ἣ	θεωρεῖν	τὸ	Λευκὸν	κῆτον	εἰς	τὸν	πἐλαγον	
ἀφανίζεσθαι	 ἅμα	 τῷ	 ναυάρχῳ	 τῷ	σώματι	συνδεομένῳ,	
προσποιεῖσθαι	εἶναι	ὁ	Ἰσμαὴλ,	ἀκούειν	τὸν	ψόφον	τῶν	
πέπλων	 ἐν	Ἁγίᾳ	Πετροπόλει	 ἢ	 Σεβαστοπόλει,	 θεᾶσθαι	
οἰκοῦντα	 πίθον	 ἢ	 στῦλον,	 ἀσκητικοῦς	 καὶ	 τὸν	 Ἅσεκ	
νήφοντα,	 ἢ	 ὀλιγοῦ	 νήφοντα.	 τὸ	 ἀναγιγνώσκειν	 ἐστι	
ψηλαφᾶν	ἐν	θησαυρῷ.	ἡ	ἡδονὴ	τοῦ	σοφωτάτου	δύναται	
εἶναι	ἀναγιγνώσκειν	τὴν	Βιβλιοθήκην	ἐρυθράν.	τὸ	τέλος	
τοῦ	ἀναγιγνώσκειν	ἄρχει	μωριῶν,	τῶν	βίβλων	περὶ	Βέν	
ἢ	Κίμ.	ἐκεὶ	μανθάνεται	ἡ	ἡδονὴ	τοῦ	ἀναγιγνώσκειν.	τὸν	
κόσμον	οὕτως	γιγνώσκειν.
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καὶ	 ἐγένετο	 ῥόκ.	 ἀπόδειξις	 ἔχουσα	 κίνησιν,	 ῥῦθμος	
παραβαίνων	 τὰ	 ὦτα	 καὶ	 τὰ	 μέλη,	 ἡ	 Οὐσία,	 δύναμις	
συμβολικἠ,	 πταίειν	 πρὸς	 αἰλούρῳ	 μελαῖνι,	 ὑποτρέχει	
ὑπὸ	κλίμακα	ἵνα	ὠθῇ	στήλην	ἁλός.	πάντα	ἔχει	μόρφην	εἰ	
ζητεῖται.	ἡ	μόρφη	οὐκ	ἀπορριφθήσεται.

δύω	γένη	μουσικῶν	ἔστι,	οἱ	τὴν	ἰδίαν	μουσικὴν	ψάλλοντες	
καὶ	οἱ	τὴν	τῶν	ἄλλων	ὑπολαμβάνοντες.	ὁ	ἀναγιγνώσκων	
ἀναγιγνώσκει	 ἑκατὸν	 μέλη	 καὶ	 τίς	 γε	 συντίθησι	 ἓν	 τῷ	
θύμῳ.	 ἡ	 μουσικὴ	 γίγνεται	 ὅταν	 ὁ	 ἀναγιγνώσκων	 καὶ	 ὁ	
συντιθεὶς	συντυγχάνωσι	ἀλλήλοις.	τὸν	συνθέντα	δεῖ	τοῦ	
ψάλλοντος	ἵνα	τὴν	μουσικὴν	ἀποδεικνύῃ.
	 ἀλλ’	ὁ	τεχνίτης	τοῦ	εἴδους;
	 τὶ	ᾖ	ἡ	τέχνη	τοῦ	εἴδους	οὐκ	οἶδα.
	 φρονεῖν	πλέον	ἢ	σκοπεῖν.
	 σκοπεῖν	πλέον	ἢ	φρονεῖν.
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Take into consideration a radiator standing by a thin 
wall, the history of Iceland, theatre of the absurd, skin 
diseases, syphilis, ethics and surrealism. We can dive 
into the mind of a person without ears or watch the 
White Whale disappear into the ocean with the captain 
tied to it’s body, pretend we are Ismail, hear the rus-
tling of gala gowns in Saint Petersburg or Sebastopol, 
we can watch those who creep into barrels or stand on 
top of towers, ascetics and a sober Hasek (maybe not 
quite sober). To read is to delve into a treasure chest. 
The cleverest person may love to read the Red Series. 
Our reading appreciation starts with something stu-
pid, like the book-series about Ben or Kim. From then 
on you learn how wonderful it is to read. To discover 
the world through reading. 
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And there was rock. Expression that invited move-
ment, a beat booming in ears and limbs. The reality, 
in a symbolic meaning, trips over a black cat, bends 
under a ladder to touch a pillar of salt. If one looks 
for it, everything has its form. The form can not be 
dismissed.

There are two types of musicians, those who play their 
own music and those who convey the music of others. 
A reader reads a hundred poems and someone writes 
at least one poem in his mind. Literature is born when 
the reader and his author meet. The composer always 
needs a musician to express his work. 

But the artist?
I have no idea what art is.
Think more than look.
Look more than think.
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Nobis curae sit focus prope tabulam, historia Islandi-
ae, fabulae absurdae, morbus pellis, syphilis, ethica 
surrealismusque. In mentem hominis sine auribus 
immergere possumus aut Balaenam albam in mare 
evanescentem videre nauarcho corpori eius vincto, 
possumus simulare nos Ismael esse, audire crepitum 
vestium nobilium in Sancta Petropoli vel Sebastopoli, 
possumus observare habitantes dolia turresque, asceti-
cos ebriumque (aut forse non ita ebrium) Hasek. Legere 
est in thesauro praetemptare. Delicia sapientissimi 
esse potest Seriem rubidam legere. Maturitas nostra 
legendi incipit ineptiis – libris de Benedicto et Kim. 
Ibi discis quam iucundum est legere. Mundum ita 
noscere.
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Et rock factum est. Significatio motum offerens, num-
erus aures membraque violans, res vera, sententiae 
latae, in felem nigrum incidit, sub scalas currit ut 
statu am salis ibi pellat. Omnia formam habent si eam 
quaer is. Forma numquam oberit.

Duo genera musicorum sunt, qui suam canunt music-
am et qui aliorum interpretantur. Lector cent um 
carmina legit et aliquis unum certe animo com ponit. 
Litterae fiunt cum lector auctorque inter se con veni-
unt. Musico plerumque opus est fidicine ut opus signi-
ficetur.

Sed artifex imaginis?
Nescio quid ars imaginis sit.
Cogitare plus quam spectare.
Spectare plus quam cogitare.
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Laat het ons aangaan: de verwarming aan de muur, 
absurd theater, huidziektes, syfilis, ethiek en het Sur-
realisme. We kunnen ons laten onderdompelen in 
onze fantasie wereld van de doven of kijken naar de 
witte walvis, verdwijnend in de oceaan met de ka-
pitein vastgebonden aan zijn schip, voordoen of hij 
Ismael is, het geritsel van de lange jurken op het gala 
in ST. Petersburg of Sebastopol, kijken naar ton-be-
woners en toren-bewoners, asceten of de nuchtere 
Hasek (misschien niet helemaal nuchter). Lezen is als 
rommelen in een schatkist. Het grootste plezier van 
intellectuelen kan het lezen van de Rode series zijn. 
Onze honger om lezen te leren begint met onzinnige 
Benni boeken, Kim. Waar men leert hoe geweldig het 
is om te kunnen lezen. Maak op deze wijze kennis met 
de wereld.
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En het was Rock en Roll. Expressie met beweging, 
ritme dreunend in de oren en ledematen. De realiteit, 
symboliek, vallen over een zwarte kat, duiken onder 
een ladder om een zoutpilaar aan te raken. Alles heeft 
vorm als je er naar zoekt. De vorm wordt niet opzij 
geschoven.

Er zijn twee soorten muzikanten, zij die hun eigen 
muziek spelen en zij die muziek van anderen inter-
preteren. De lezer leest honderd gedichten en iemand 
dicht in zijn geest. Literatuur ontstaat wanneer lezer 
en schrijver elkaar ontmoeten. De componist heeft al-
tijd muzikante nodig om zijn muziek te spelen.

Maar de kunstenaar?
Ik weet niet wat kunst is.
Denk meer dan kijken.
Kijk meer dan denken.
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